WROUGHT  OF  THE  MIST 


m£E 


$06 


am 


BY 

GEOFFREY  ADENEY 

AND 

LYLE  GILBERT 


-SVr 

WP 


MELBOURNE ; 

SHIPPING  PUBLISHING  CO.  PTY.  LTD.,  31  WILLIAM  STREET. 

1919 


v*  y  i  \  /  '  {  . 

.v^r'  1 1  7  7  /  & 


/u 


,7/j 


'll 

1 


i 


l  *  ri 


Jt  e> 


WROUGHT  OF  THE  MIST 


WROUGHT  OF  THE  MIST 


BY 

GEOFFREY  ADENEY 

AND 

LYLE  GILBERT 


errata 


Page  32 -For  “The  music 
read  “The  music 


and  the  colour  of  earth 
and  colour  of  earth 


MELBOURNE : 

SHIPPiNG  PUBLISHING  CO.  PTY.  LTD..  31  WILLIAM  STREET. 

1919 


The  contents  of  this  slim  volume  were  mainly  penned 
during  the  past  year,  and  are  selections  from  the  first 
twenty-five  poems  written  by  each  of  11s  to  date.  We 
cheerfully  concede  they  are  immature,  and  many  of  them 
only  fragmentary.  However,  we  fondly  hope  they  may 
not  be  entirely  devoid  of  inteiest  to  our  friends. 

— G.F.A. 

— L.L.G. 

December  1,  1919. 
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‘‘At  the  going  down  of  the  sun,  and  in  the  morning. 
We  will  rememfber  them.” 

— Laurence  Binyon. 

Our  friends,  our  brothers,  from  our  midst  they  went, 
Full  of  the  joys  of  youth,  not  born  to  pain; 

With  blood  spring-quickened  in  each  throbbing  vein 
They  laughed,  great-hearted  .  .  .  they  were  proudly  sent. 
There,  found  the  naked  disillusionment 
Of  war,  the  utter  weariness  of  rain 
And  cold,  the  red,  intolerable  strain, 

And  all  the  sacrifice  their  going  meant. 

And  yet,  should  we  deplore  their  loss  when  they 
Passed,  singing,  thro’  the  Gates  to  the  Beyond? 

The  world  may  mourn  their  loss,  and  praise  their  worth, 
But  we,  with  whom  they  used  to  work  and  play. 

Will  hold  them  always  in  our  hearts  with  fond, 
Unspoken  love;  but  oh!  the  empty  earth! 


— O.F.A. 


GALLIPOLI. 


Watch  well,  ye  old  world  stars,  over  those  hills, 
And  O  ye  waters  of  Aegean  softly  roll; 

Fall  on  those  curving  beaches  quietly  slow. 

With  no  harsh  din  or  thundering  impact, 

But  with  unceasing,  mournful  harmony, 

And  pay  eternal  reverence  to  those, 

Our  own  great  dead, 

Who  sleep  in  glorious,  triumphant  peace 
Within  the  sound  of  your  still,  murmuring  seas. 


Watch  well,  ye  stars,  for  your  pale  lustre  falls 
On  shores  that  bear  a  distant  nation’s  soul; 

A  memory  (that  through  all  years  to  be 
Will  not  grow'  dim,  nor  ever  be  erased 
From  any  heart  in  one  great  continent,) 

Clings  to  each  foot  of  those  torn,  rugged  heights, 
To  every  cranny  of  those  dark  ravines; 

O  guard  that  memory  well;  see  that  the  peace 
Which  now  broods  o’er  that  famed  peninsula 
Be  undisturbed. 
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GALLIPOLI. 


And  they  who  after  strife  are  quiet  in  death, 
What  need  have  they  of  tower  or  monument? 
They  are  their  own  memorial,  they  live! 

We  weaklings  toil,  and  at  the  last  we  die, 

And  pass  for  ever  from  the  ken  of  man. 

They  died,  and  yet  they  live!  And  we  left  here 
Can  only  pray  that  we  may  learn  from  them, 

And  ever  keep  in  memory  the  thought 
Of  all  they  fought  for:  liberty,  and  peace, 

And  perfect  justice,  equity,  and  truth; 

That  we  in  peace,  as  they  in  war,  may  stand 
Ever  for  right,  ever  against  the  wrong, 

And  at  the  end  may  die,  if  not  as  nobly 

As  they,  yet  counted  worthy  to  belong 

To  that  proud  race  from  which  the  Anzacs  came. 
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SUNSHINE  AND  SHADOWS. 


Triolet. 

Sing  of  the  sunshine  and  shadows, 

Of  the  shimmering,  sparkling  seas; 

Sing  of  the  sunshine  and  shadows^ 

Songs  o’  the  sunset’s  sulphurous  sheen 
Sprinkled  with  sapphires  of  stars  serene 
Sing  of  the  sunshine  and  shadows 
In  showers  of  sweet  melodies! 


CANOEING  ON  THE  YARRA. 


Fierce  summer  glares  from  hot,  relentless  skies, 

The  river  dazzles,  calm  in  slumbrous  heat; 

In  cool  delicious  trailing  willows  meet 
And  kiss  the  stream;  the  mirrored  mysteries 
Of  crystal  shake,  as,  through  eternities 
Of  time,  like  some  dream-boat,  we  lazily 
Float  on  through  shimmering  heat,  which  hazily 
On  parched  earth  and  cool,  clear  water  lies. 

Then  when  the  sun  in  crimson  glory  dies, 

And  night’s  still  mantle  softly  wraps  the  fields, 

O’er  darkling  waters  eerie  shadows  fall, 

Some  sad  night-wind  with  fragrance  breathes,  then 
sighs, 

Shudderingly,  with  pain,  to  so  recall 

The  follies,  tinged  with  grief,  to  which  one  yields. 


SPRING. 


Oh!  the  earth  is  singing,  singing, 

Can't  you  hear  the  music  ringing 
As  the  universe  is  swinging 
To  the  harmonies  of  Spring ! 

And  the  'bush  is  full  of  wonder — 

Here  a  stream  leaps  down  in  thunder. 

On  a  rock  it  splits  asunder, 

Gurgles,  laughing  in  the  Spring. 

Here  the  breezes  soft  are  creeping 
O'er  a  quiet  lagoon  that’s  sleeping, 
Where  the  waterfowl  are  keeping 
Their  old  trysting  of  the  Spring. 

All  the  birds  and  beasts  are  mating, 
Little  wrens  of  love  are  prating! 

Oh!  there  isn’t  time  for  hating 
In  this  joyous  time  of  Spring. 

And  the  old  Spring  songs  come  drifting, 
Down  the  ages  softly  drifting, 

Growing  clearer,  swelling,  lifting 
To  the  chorus  of  the  Spring. 

Yes,  the  whole ,  wide  world  is  singing  ! 
Can' t  you  hear  the  music  ringing 
As  the  universe  is  swinging 
To  the  harmonies  of  Spring? 
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A  DREAM. 


As  in  the  starless  void  of  night  I  drifted 
Once,  methought  the  mystic  veil  was  waved  away. 
And  there,  before  my  eyes,  a  garden  lay 
A-dream  in  peace,  where  roses  sweetly  lifted 
Up  their  eyes  and  met  the  golden  Sun-god’s  gaze; 
He  kist  them  laughingly,  and  they  all  blushed 
In  innocent  dismay;  and  in  the  hushed, 
Warm-scented  air  a  silver  fountain  plays, 

Ripples  and  murmurs  in  a  quiet  content. 

Through  latticed  leaves  I  saw  a  maiden  peep. 
With  rapt  delight  upon  the  scene  intent; 

At  this  I  sighed,  so,  daintily  she  turned 

To  me  and  lightly  smiled.  My  lone  heart  yearned 

As  wistfully  I  floated  thence  to  sleep. 
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THE  SIGNPOST 


A  new  dawn  is  breaking,  and  over  the  ranges 

The  mists  are  empurpled,  and  shot  with  gold  gleams; 

The  sky  in  the  east  is  a  wonder  that  changes, 

Transformed  by  the  magic  of  cloud  stabbing  beams. 

The  shadowy  distance  grows  clearer  and  clearer, 

The  tree-tops  are  lit,  and  a  lake  glimmers  -bright; 

The  mountains  around  stand  out  bolder  and  nearer, 
Clear-limned  on  a  background  of  orient  light. 

Erect  on  a  hillside  that  gloAvs  in  the  dawning, 

An  old  whitened  sign-post  is  flushed  with  the  rays; 

It  points  down  the  roads  lying  grey  in  the  morning, 
And  hints  of  far  lands,  and  dim  unexplored  ways. 
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HA1TNTINGS. 


Song. 

Dearest,  as  slowly  the  sunset  dies. 

As  one  (by  one  the  old  stars  glow, 

And  tenderly  mild  the  night-wind  sighs, 
Songs  of  our  dead  years  haunt  me  so. 

Melodies  soft  and  quaintly  forlorn 
Croon  of  love  and  hearts  forsaken, 
Dear,  as  the  breath  of  heaven  at  dawn, 
Dreams  of  thee  in  me  awaken. 


THE  CLOTH  OF  LIFE. 

Our  life  is  as  a  cloth  that,  weaved  by  Fate 
In  blindness,  by  the  light  of  circumstance 
Reveals  the  loveliness  that  we  create 
Ourselves  of  dreams  and  mythical  romance, 
(The  heritage  of  our  soul’s  history); 

Of  human  love  and  kindliness  of  friends 
To  us,  and  of  our  own  heart’s  purity: 

On  these  the  perfect  tapestry  depends. 

And  when  the  thread  of  life,  itself  so  fine, 

Is  tragically  severed,  or  has  run 

Its  span,  mid  transient  sorrow  the  dear  sun 

Of  love  illuminates  the  picture  made; 

The  texture  and  the  beauty  of  design 

Live  in  the  hearts  of  men  a  while,  then  fade. 
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SONGS. 


We  are  tired  of  these  songs  of  a  city: 

We  have  heard  them  so  often  before; 

They  are  senseless,  and  flashy,  and  passing — 
Sing  us  songs  of  the  open  once  more! 

Sing  us  a  melody,  softly, 

Teach  us  the  true  songs  anew: 

Harmonies  born  of  the  sunlight, 

Wrought  of  the  mist  and  the  dew; 

Songs  woven  out  of  the  forest, 

Bell  birds’  clear  calling  at  noon, 

Mystic  sweet  chimes  through  the  blue  gums, 
Waking  the  drowsy  lagoon; 

Songs  learnt  in  days  on  the  plainlands, 
Wondrous  lilts  o’  the  Spring, 

Full,  ringing  chorus  of  magpies 
Carelessly  tossed  on  the  wing; 

Songs  culled  from  deeps  of  the  ocean, 
Rhythmical  tunes  of  the  sea, 

Deep  toned,  slow  swelling,  and  haunting, 

One  with  the  tides  swinging  free; 

Brighten  our  hearts  with  the  freshness 
Born  of  the  winds  on  the  plain; 

Music  of  sunshine,  and  wattle: 

Sing  us!  Oh!  sing  us  again! 
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WINDS  O’  THE  DAY. 

Sweetly  sigh  at  the  break  of  day 
Wind  o’  the  dawn  so  fresh, 

Call  up  the  first  red  quivering  ray 
Splitting  the  clouds’  grey  mesh. 

Come,  oh!  come  in  the  burning  noon, 
Cooling  and  wondrous  sweet, 

Ruffle  the  face  of  the  hid  lagoon 
Steaming  in  bush  retreat. 

And  in  the  dusky  twilight’s  hush, 
Welcome  faint  faery  wind; 

Quicken  the  lang’rous  sleepy  bush, 
Leaving  thy  song  behind. 
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THE  BUSH  AT  DAWN. 


The  leafy  gum-trees  seen  in  misty  light, 

Their  dewy  leaves  diffusing  struggling  beams; 

The  whitish  stumps  seen  dimly,  and  yet  bright. 

The  cool  grey  shade  and  little  trickling  streams. 

The  undergrowth  alive  with  rustling  forms, 

The  cheery  birds  just  waking  up  to  song, 

The  fallen  trees  reminders  of  past  storms, 

The  noises  that  the  stillness  bears  along. 

Perhaps  a  soft-eyed,  clumsy  kangaroo, 

Or  sharp-faced  fox,  conies  questing  down  a  glade; 

The  furry  flying  squirrels,  two  and  two. 

Gliding  from  tree-tops  in  the  misty  shade. 

The  first  bright  beams  of  sunlight  break  the  east. 
And  leaves  all  dewy  glisten  in  the  rays; 

The  noises  of  the  night-time  all  have  ceas’d, 

And  calm  breaks  one  of  nature’s  summer  days. 
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A  NIGHT  IN  OHD  SPAIN. 

One  summer  night,  when  old  Sevilla  lay 

A-swoon  in  hushed  and  ghostly  stillness,  my 
Spirit,  questing,  sought  a  garden  where,  they  say, 
A  senora  of  wondrous  charm  was  wooed  by 
One,  a  gallant  caballero,  who  had  made 
A  nightly  custom,  in  these  courting  days, 

Of  singing  to  his  love  a  serenade, 

Trolling  in  plaintive  tones  his  little  lays. 

I  drowsed  a  while  there  ’neath  a  shady  palm. 

Heavy  with  scent  from  fallen  orange  blooms 
The  garden  seemed  mysteriously  calm, 

And  waiting  there,  and  waiting,  till  he  looms, 

A  shade  in  shadows  mid  these  dim  echoings 
As,  gently  strumming  a  light  guitar,  he  sings: 
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A  NIGHT  IN  OLD  SPAIN. 


\ 


Song. 

Sleep  in  thy  haven  of  peace,  my  love, 

Rest  thee,  until  the  dawn 
Awakens  from  dreams  the  cooing  dove, 

And  lights  the  dewy  lawn. 

Vividly  red  in  thy  dusky  hair 

Glows  there  the  rose  I  gave  thee? 

Give  me  thy  love  as  sweet,  as  rare: 

Heart  of  my  heart  I  crave  thee! 

Dreamily  chimes  the  midnight  hour, 

Frail  is  the  moon’s  pale  light; 

Rose  of  my  life,  my  tender  flower: 

Carisima,  good-night! 

Wild  crimson-ramblers  stained  the  casement’s  green. 
And,  as  he  ceased  his  simple  song  of  love 
And  paused  to  quaff  the  nectar  of  the  scene. 

There  fluttered  to  his  feet  from  her  above 
A  vivid,  rare,  red  rose! 


*  Sevilla  pronounced 
Senora  ,, 
Caballero  ,, 
Carisima  ,, 


seAveel'-yaA 

seAn-yo'-raA 

kaAba/d-yeh'-ro 

kaArhees'-eemah 
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THE  LAND  OF  DREAMvS. 


Over  the  infinite  silent  plain 
The  night  wind  moves; 

Over  the  young  green  shoots  of  grain, 
Swaying  it  moves. 

Lures  with  its  soft  caressing  breath, 

Stealing  delight: 

Scents  from  the  woods,  the  plain,  the  heath, 
Robb’d  in  the  night. 

Over  the  garden  comes  the  breeze, 

Gathers  new  spoil: 

Perfume  from  roses,  and  shrubs,  and  trees, 
And  fresh-turn’d  soil. 

Quietly  in  at  my  window  drifts 
The  rich  night  wind, 

Flutters  the  curtain  and  gently  lifts 
The  rustling  blind. 

And  with  its  stir  across  the  bed 
Dreams  come  to  me 

As,  by  the  wind,  my  thoughts  are  led, 
Unknowingly, 

Out  to  a  land  so  wondrous  fair, 

Beyond  the  night, 

Magic,  with  softly  scented  air, 

And  quiet  soft  light; 

Happy  with  songs;  with  silver  seas, 

And  laughing  streams; 

Land  of  quaint  fairies  and  mysteries: 

The  land  of  dreams. 
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MY  LADYE  FAlltE. 


My  Ladye  Faire  hath  goulden  hair 
And  teeth  a  pearly  whyte, 

On  cheekes  is  there  a  vieux-rose  rare, 
Her  eyne  do  sparkle  bright. 

But  Nature  ne’er  could  be  so  kind: 

The  teeth  cost  six-and-three, 
Deception  is  the  rest,  I  find. 

Ah  woe,  ah  woe  is  me! 


OUR  GYMKHANA. 


We  ’ad  a  great  gymkhana 
Up  at  ’ome  the  other  day, 

And  all  the  “ziffs”  and  all  the  girls 
Came  in  from  miles  away. 

There  was  Bessy  from  the  Bluegums, 
There  was  Alfy  from  the  ’Art, 

And  all  the  Mic-Mac  family 

Came  round  in  the  spring  cart. 

For  the  program’  was  a  wonder. 

There  was  jumps  and  runs,  and  shoots 
For  which  the  cracks  had  entered, 

An’  quite  a  few  galoots. 

An’  one  event  was  rather  good: 

The  all-in  all-fours  race, 

Which  ’Erhert  won — on  ’ands  and  knees, 
’E  galloped  in  first  place. 

An’  old  Alfy  ran  ’im  second, 

Tho’  he  swore  ’e  would  ha’  won 
But  for  treading  on  his  “ziff”  ends. 
Any’ow,  “he  also  run.” 


*  Ziff=pronounced  facial  adornment. 
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But  the  prize  of  all  the  meetin’ 

Was  a  brand  new  “Hero”  axe 
For  the  Wayback  Woodchop  Final, 
(And  the  bettin'  was  on  Max.) 

Now  Max  ’ad  come  from  Nowhere 
Just  to  win  this  bloomin’  prize, 
And  ’ad  brought  ’is  girl  to  cheer  ’im 
With  the  lovelight  in  ’er  eyes. 

But  our  local  man  ’ad  backing 
In  the  running  for  the  axe. 

And  ’e  fixed  a  little  action 
For  to  put  it  over  Max. 

For  ’e  gave  ’is  mate  the  office 
To  get  Max’s  girl  away. 

And  while  Max  was  lookin’  for  ’er 
He  got  well  under  weigh. 

And  ’e  ’ad  the  tree  in  splinters 
When  up  comes  poor  ol’  Max — 

He  ’ad  found  his  girl,  but  -  it, 

He  ’ad  lost  the  blinkin’  axe! 

So  I  won  me  little  gamble — 

An’  to  finish  a  good  day, 

Goin’  ’ome  we  knocked  the  bottom 
Outer  farmer  Corncob’s  dray. 
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A  SISYPHUS  ON  PARNASSUS. 


“I  am  nothing  if  not  critical.’'  (Shakespeare.) 

-  If  you  try  to  rhapsodise,  with  a  poet’s  rolling  eyes, 

On  the  beauty  and  the  glamour  of  a  ball: 

“Byron  did  it  years  ago — and  much  better  don’t  you 
know!” 

Say  the  critics,  and  “conveyed  the  wise  it  call.” 

If  you  in  strains  heroic,  try  to  laud  the  modern  stoic 

Of  the  trenches,  of  the  hospital  and  camp, 

The  lines  you  thought  went  rippling:  “A  parody  of  Kip¬ 
ling,” 

Say  the  critics:  “Oh,  the  imitating  scamp!” 

Should  a  fanciful  phantasm  give  you  quite  a  sudden 
spasm, 

And  you  write  a  thoughtful  sonnet  there  and  then: 

“He’s  a  quite  impartial  rook,  see!  he  copied  that  from 
Brooke,” 

Say  the  critics,  say  the  criticising  men. 

Burlesque  on  Shakespeare,  Milton,  poeticise  on  stilton — - 

Make  all  who  read  your  poems  paralytics; 

Do  you  keep  on  with  your  verse,  as  you  cannot  do  much 
worse 

To  the  critics — oh!  th’  everlasting  critics! 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  NIGHT. 


Under  the  trees  it  is  dark, 

But  the  roads  lie  white; 

Mid  the  shadows  the  roofs  are  agleam 
In  the  moon’s  clear  light. 

People  may  dream,  and  the  town 
Be  all  hush’d,  and  still; 

Only,  away  in  the  night 

Where  the  sweet  winds  thrill, 

Where  the  cattle  wander  and  feed, 
And  wander  again, 

Where  a  lonely  mo-poke  echoes 
His  own  weird  refrain, 

Where  myriad  voices  are  one 
In  a  murmur  low 

With  the  river’s  rippling  song 
On  the  stones  below: 

There,  in  the  midnight,  there  rises 
A  theme  of  delight, 

With  the  swinging  stars  keeping  time 
To  the  song  o’  the  night. 
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MUSIC'. 


When  that  black  finger  of  oppression  chars 
My  soul,  Thou!  Flower  o’  th’  Heart,  so  amaranthine 
In  thy  loveliness,  and  sweet  as  the  stars 
That  stud  night’s  purple  cloak,  and  shine; 

Passionate  as  a  love  incarnadine 

And  heated  with  a  flare  from  Hell’s  hot  fires; 

Music!  that  flames  the  azure  spheres  of  mine 
Illimitable  vault  of  vain  desires: 

Soothest  this  insurgency  of  spirit, 

This  chaotic  tumult  of  a  troubled  soul. 

Viewing  sadly  Life’s  vague  shadow  flit 
Athwart  its  dreams,  with  all  thy  mystery 
And  charm!  Thy  ’phantom  visions  are  to  me 
A  rhythmic  balm  as  years,  so  ruthless,  roll. 
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STORM. 


The  storm  winds  howled  through  the  bending  trees, 
And  the  rain  lashed  on  their  tops.  .  . 

Your  room  was  dark,  save  for  the  firelight’s  glow 
Which  flickered  mid  way  up  the  walls,  and  merged 
Into  the  dimness  overhead.  You  dreamed 
In  its  warm  light.  Outside  the  tempest  surged 
And  whined  about  the  house.  .  . 

And  watching  thus  the  firelight  on  your  face 
I,  all  at  once,  found  calmness,  and  quiet  peace; 

I  saw  your  inborn  goodness,  and  your  grace. 

And  knew,  within  my  heart,  all  storms  must  cease. 
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WHAT  IS  SPRING? 

The  murmur  of  labouring  bees, 

The  coo  of  a  dove; 

The  opening  buds  on  the  trees, 

The  blue  sky  above; 

The  river’s  new  ripple  of  mirth. 
The  songs  that  are  rife, 

The  music  and  the  colour  of  earth 
The  splendour  of  life! 


IMPROMPTU. 


(Written  under  the  Influence  of  Influenza.) 

Sing,  my  heart,  and  away! 

Fly  to  theJand  of  sunlit  skies 

That  hath  no  Rule  to  say  us  ‘‘Nay,” 

Where  wisdom  is  foolish,  and  mirth  is  wise — 
Sing,  and  away! 

Shake  off  Ahe  days  and  the  aching  nights, 

Leave  your  cares  and  your  city  homes! 

Come  to  the  realm  of  pure  delights, 

Where  pleasure  is  free,  and  the  fancy  roams — 
Hey!  sing,  my  heart,  and  away! 

Dawn  in  the  bush-land:  Ah,  hear  the  birds  call! 

The  sough  of  the  wind  in  the  trees. 

Dew-fresh  and  quietly  broods  over  all 
The  beauty  of  these.  .  . 

And  snow-breathed  air  so  crystal  clear, 

Joy  of  the  golden  sunny  day, 

Dance  in  the  heart  when  free  from  care — 

Oh!  sing,  and  away! 


MEMORIES. 


Far  away,  in  slumbrous  beauty, 

There’s  a  little,  lonely  isle; 

Just  a  tuft  of  sand-rimmed  ti-tree 
Where  the  sunlit  waters  smile. 

Just  one  tuft  of  dark-green  ti-tree 
Mid  the  azure  of  a  lake, 

And  a  shingle  stirred  so  gently 
As  the  wavelets  sigh  and  break. 

All  the  steamers  thresh  unknowing 
Past  that  hidden,  lonely  isle — 

Only  waters  softly  flowing 

Linger  there  a  little  while.  .  . 

But  I  lay  there  once  a-dreaming 
On  that  little,  lonely  isle — 

Watched  the  up-flung  sea-spray  gleaming; 
Watched  the  sunlit  waters  smile; 

And  I  won’t  forget  the  wonder 
Of  that  little,  lonely  isle; 

And  the  mellowed  far-off  thunder 

(Oh  the  music  of  the  thunder!) 
On  the  reeling  Ninety-Mile. 
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ONE  NIGHT. 


Still,  through  the  night’s  calm  peace,  there  comes  the 
croon 

Of  seas  slow  sobbing  on  the  gleaming  sand; 

Under  the  magic  glamour  of  the  moon 
The  beach  is  like  a  radiant  fairyland, 

And,  far  across  the  softly  breathing  sea 
Is  laid  a  band  of  purest  silver  light, 

A  lonely  fishing  boat  drifts,  noiselessly, 

Away;  gleams;  and  is  gone  into  the  night. 
Innumerable  wise  stars  'brood  over  all, 

And  sea  and  shore  alike  are  mystic  fair,  .  . 

The  utter  peace:  to  watch  the  rise  and  fall 

Of  swaying  tides;  to  breathe  the  warm  sweet  air; 

To  look  through  space  over  the  murmurous  deep, 

And,  by  its  harmony,  be  lulled  asleep. 


RUPERT  BROOKE. 


"Hush,  for  a  god  lies  dead,  lies  dead!” — Peter  Austen. 

yin  Apollo,  from  the  Gates  of  Paradise, 

Dawned  calm  and  sweet,  soft  as  a  fragrant  breath, 
So  gentle,  kindly,  ever-loving,  wise.  .  . 

The  glory  of  the  sun-set  lingeringly  departs, 

Fades  into  the  purple  mists  of  death, 

And  leaves  an  heritage  of  beauty  in  our  hearts. 


SUNSET. 


I  stand  alone  and  watch  the  crimson  west, 

And  strive  to  count  the  wonders  there  outspread, 
To  see  the  gold  merge  into  grey  o’erhead, 

To  catch  the  glow  upon  each  cloud’s  lit  crest. 

I  try  to  find  a  word  to  match  the  scene — 

The  multitudinously  coloured  rays. 

The  clouds  outflung  along  the  heaven’s  ways 
Like  gorgeous  pageants,  beauteous,  serene. 

I  think  the  sunset  glows  as  does  the  light 

That  speaks  the  soul  behind  a  good  man’s  eyes. 

At  first,  so  tender  that  you  scarce  perceive, 

It  quietly  deepens,  lights,  grows  richly  bright 

And  flames  in  splendour  .  .  .  then  as  quietly  dies 
And  fades  into  the  peaceful  grey  of  eve. 


THE  EVENTIDE. 

1. 

Old  friend  of  mine,  we  sit  here  dreaming,  you 

And  I,  dreaming,  in  this  hushed  and  starlit  dusk. 

Of  fragrant  loves  and  merry  days,  and  view 

Them  with  enchantment  lent  by  years.  The  husk 
Of  selfishness,  of  foolish  pride  and  care 

That  once  encased  our  hearts  in  life's  vain  quest 
Is  shed;  the  warm  responsive  kernel  bare, 

Each  deeply  comprehending  each,  we  rest. 

But  list!  a  whisper  breathes,  scarce  lives  than  swoons, 
When,  peeling  forth  as  from  some  heavenly  lyre. 
The  melodies  in  living  rapture  soar, 

Till,  murmurously  low,  the  violin  sobs  and  croons, 
Throbs  yearningly  with  passionate  desire, 

And  sadly  sings  of  love,  and  life,  no  more. 
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THE  EVENTIDE. 


2. 

Sunshine  and  laughter  of  the  radiant  years 
Sing  in  our  hearts  as  free  the  melodies 
Leap  and  roam.  Caught  on  winged  notes  that  pierce 
And  thrill  with  tingling  fire,  those  ecstacies 
Of  youthful  love  and  pleasure  racing  sweep 
Our  quivering  veins,  till  broken  interludes 
Ensue  of  pity,  tremulously  creep 

And  quavering  sigh,  in  plaintive,  wistful  moods. 

As  lived  this  music  friend,  so  too  lived  we; 

In  miseries  of  the  heart  we  have  known  death, 

And  drained  the  chalice  (oh,  too  deep)  of  Sorrow; 
Seen  Hope  shine  clear,  miraged  elusively.  .  . 

Life  now  is  sweet,  with  you,  and  dear  this  breath, 
For,  soon,  too  soon,  my  friend,  shall  come  Tomorrow. 
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EVENING  AT  SUMMERLEIGH,”  ME  ALES  VILLE . 


Tonight  the  heart  of  the  ruby  sunset  sheds  its  blood 
o’er  the  western  skies, 

O’er  the  western  skies  that  merge  from  green  to 
deep  dim  blue  at  the  zenith’s  height, 

To  deep  dim  blue  at  the  zenith’s  height  where  a  fading 
amethyst  faintly  dies, 

Where  a  fading  amethyst  faintly  dies  to  the  gloom  of 
a  moonless  night. 

To  the  gloom  of  a  moonless  night  that  wreathes  a  mist 
in  the  vanishing  vale, 

That  wreathes  a  mist  in  the  vanishing  vale  as  it  moans 
a  forested  tune, 

As  it  moans  a  forested  tune  while  the  blue  stars  burn 
with  their  lustre  pale, 

While  the  blue  stars  burn  with  their  lustre  pale  o’er 
a  land  in  a  deathly  swoon, 
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